A great amount of scenes this grants me chances of describing -30 lady years in all compartments of the French and cosmopolitan society-—with accurate statements of political, literary, artistic events, In a humoristic, grotesque style of the sixties.
Now I must stop: writing" does ache, I am half sitting, half standing, with burning, blazing shoulder, breast, neck. Give my best compliments to your clear wife,
Ever yours affectionately,
j, ]«;. bunchk.
I hope you are aware of Andre Gide's latest incarnation as a Bolshevist leader of the Nouvelle Revue Franchise?
Yes, I had heard of Gide's crossing over to the Communist party in France. Later, he was to bring' dismay to the orthodox communists by his outspoken comments on conditions in Soviet Russia.
I gave Blanche a drawing of Gide, made during the War, while he was staying with us at Oakridge, together with one of Blanche himself, to be added to the collection he was making for the museum at Rouen. What energy Blanche had, to write two novels, in addition to his books on painting, while he was at work on innumerable portraits!
Chance had thrown me much in Mrs Hunter's company of late. 1 had known her for many years, as one knows people in London, but had never been of her circle, Fortune had dealt hardly with her. Her country house was sold, her palace in Venice given up, and she could no longer entertain as of old. Yet in her house there remained enough evidence of former affluence, Sargent and Mancint paintings, Venetian decorations, fine furniture, to allow of her forgetting her now straightened means.
But she was growing old. George Moore had hurt her deeply by telling her bluntly on the occasion of a visit she paid him, that he no longer wished to see old women* Now both are ageless. Ethel Smyth wrote of her sister, Mrs Hunter:
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